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Opening of the 
New Birmingham 





Nv ate rworks: 


at Rhayader. 
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The good old folks in Birmingham one day 
got very dry, 

They couldn’t get clean water to wet the 
other eye. 

So they sent a few old gentlemen to Rhay- 
der in Mid. Wales, 

When they went back to Birmingham they 
tola some funny tales 

They'd heard ’midst the Welsh m oe 
the sun did never shine, 


The twenty-first oy e J ah is tbe only on one 


that’s fine. 


















































_ Chorus : — 


Don’t fink I'd tell a lie, the truth you 


can't deny, 

They use water in their Whiskey in Brum 
and so do I. 

They use it in their Coffee, they use it in 
Tea, 


Some say they use it in the Beer when your 
out upon the spree. 


The twenty-first day of July in nineteen- 
hundred and fou, 

The King he came to R! hayader town, hed 
never been there before. 

He turned on the new Wa'er-works for the 
good folks ‘at Brum, 

So that they could have clean water to mix 

up with their Rum, 


ad 


ous think Vd..tell.a 





They say he drank some water by jove it 
might be true, 

At least some ravvies say they found a 
sleever and a blue. 8 

But when they smelt the contents it seemed 
so very plain, 


That water had been well mixed up with a - 


drop of good Champagne. 


Chorus :— 









ean t deny, 


They use water in their Whiskey in Bram 


and so do I. 
The women must have water to wash their 
dirty clothes, 
And a wee drop in their Gin for that hole 
below the nose. 


The Birmingham Corporation will do the 
thing quite grand, 

So they bought up Elan Valley and a hun- 
dred miles of land. 

‘The people living round-about were in a 
dreadful stew, 


When they saw those great big Iron pipes — oe 


that a tramear could go through. 
They employed a hundred thousand men to 
work upon tLe job, 

For tea years they nad been working there 
they had so help me bob. 
There was brichies, stonemasons and nav- 

vies as Well, 
The Beer they drank at Rhayader 1 wouldn't 
like to tell. 











Cymro’s Welcome to 


| King Edward VII 


Our late Prince of Wales 





Good old Swansea town to-day it ino charming 
The King and Queen have come its true, 
And although the crowd is great, in some places 
alarming, 
They have met to give honour, where honour 
is due. 
They have come from the hills, they have come 
from the valleys, 
And everyone's looking quite happy and gay, 
vy) Poor People have come from the lanes and dark 
oe alleys, 
They've turned out to see the royal party to-day. 
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Chorus :— 


The flags and banners are every where flying, 
And old Abertowy is looking. its best, 

In spite of the heat, all the poppy are trying, 

wed-cep themselves jolly with ; a 


e 
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oe oa 
A haar ‘tier pepe pan was never sonoeded, 

' And more faithful subjects could never i met 

If their visitr to Wales could more oft be afforded 
Those visits mn sure they would never regret. 





The bells they are ringing, the children are sing- 
ing, 
‘God bless the royal couple, our King and our 
Queen, 
To the borough of Swanse good luck they ll be 
bringing, 
And much better times here will quickly be 
seen. 
It’s twenty-three years since last we did greet him 
As the Prince of Wales he opened that dock, 
Now Swansea’s much larger and many more 


= a meet him, 
Of momentos I’m sure they will buy a iio 
stock. 


To-day let’s be happy, let none be downhearted, 
Let jollity reign over Swansea supreme, 

For with the King’s.visit the new dock is started 
The new dock a great and a glorious scheme 
The times now look bay chter,and drade wi.l be 

moving, 
And workmen who many days idle have. been, 
Their homes from this day they will be improving 
May they live long to bless both the King and 
the Queen. 





The Royal Visit to Swansea, 


The King has come to Swansea town, and every- 
one feels gay, 

Thousands of loyal subjects will greet. him here 
to-day. 

Excursionists come rolling in from ev'ry part of 
Wales, 

To Mine & good luck te everyone, his visit never 
ails 


Chorus :— 


So put your Sunday clothes on boys, that’s if 
they're out of pop, 
And have a right good time of it, while the King 
and Queen do stop. 
~~, will soon look up again, so never let’s say 
ie, 
The visit of their AEijostics will make the money 
z 


It’s twenty-three long years ago since last we saw 
the King, 

As Prince of Wales we welcomed him and maite 
the valleys ring. 

You can’t find more loyal subjects if you search 

~~. the world around, 

Tham Cymro’s sons and daughters who have come 
hs Swansea town. 


~~ 


Tit fishermen from Mumbles have come heré Sy 
the score, 

And Tinmen ‘dressed in all their best from Mor- 
riston, Landore. 

And Miners with their sweethearts to Swansea 
they have come, 

They have left the Hills and Valleys to have 
some jolly fun. 


The great new dock at Swansea he’s come to cut 
first sod, 

And make work for the labouring man and the 
boys that carry the hod. 

And thousands more it will employ, good times 

will now be seen, 

So drink good ‘health to their Majesties, our 
noble King and Queen. 


Theres miles of decorations and iluminations 
grand, 

That: 5 what the boys from Greenhill say and the 
girls from out the Strand. 

They li Jet you know that Swansea is the best 
piace ever seen, 

They've all turned out to-day to see our gracious 
King and Queen. 


The trade in Swansea for some years has been 


very be ul, 

Bat now prosperity will dawn and everybody’s 
glad. 

The new dock is now started, and good times will 
be seen, 


So once again we wish good lack to our noble 
King and Queen. 












i want to see my dear old 
Mary Jane. 


Parody on I want to see the dear old 
home again. 


Dear old home I’d bought on hire, 
Never more in life will I behold it, 
No more will I light the kitchen fire, 
For my old woman had been and sold 
it. 
As we was a boozing in the Old Dun 
Cow, my old woman Mary Jane, 
May I be a croker she went and fetch- 
ed the broker 
Aud blewed the lot for Two Pound Ten. 


Now I want to see my darling Mary 
Jane 
Let it be in sunshine or in rain. 
For she'd been and done the cribb in, 
and swallowed all in best Gin, 
All the furniture the old home con- 
tained. 


Gone is my favourite Arm-chair, 
And the horse she used to dry the 
clothes on, 
Gone is the Clock from off the stair, 
The Chamber Jug, the Kettle and the 
Saucepan. 
Gone also the picture of her father took, 
On the day that he was hung, 
Clean gone is the Cradle, the Soup-dish 
and the Ladle, 
And the Flat-iron she so often at me 
flung. 


Gone is the blooming Rolling-pin, 


With which she used to pay the rent. 


each Monday, 
Gone is a Quart of Hollands Gin, 


Id planted for a christening next 
Sunday. 

Disappeared is my Bicycle and Sunday 
clothes, 


Which I'd only just bought new. 
Gone is all my money, but. what seems 
very funny, 
Missing is the lodger too. 


The Outcast, 


Or, You don’t know what's in store for 
thee. 


The scene's outside a Theatre and finish- 
ed is the play, 

The well-dressed crowd are pouring out 
and all seem blythe and gay. 


They talk of how the hero saved thé, 
lovely heroine, 

And how the villain’s villany was check-} 
mated every time. 

A poor girl thinly clad she stands be 
wildered at the sight, on 

When a crowd of gay young fellows 
some jolly, some half-tight. 


Stop to torment the poor girl with vul-— 


gar jeer and joke, 


When a woman pushes them aside and © 


these words to them spoke— 
Chorus :— 


The poor girl wants your pity, not your 
sneers the woman cried, 

Once she was the same as you a mother’s 
joy and pride. 

Deceived by one she thought was true, 
an outcast now is she, ‘ 


And you don’t know what tke future-it 


may have in store for thee. 


In shame, the crowd of young men be- 
gan to hang their head, 

For well they knew that there was truth 
in what the woman said. 

And all of them had sisters who knew 
no thought of care, 

Yet once as pure as them was that poor 
outcast standing there. 


They turned to beg forgiveness, they 


a 


knew they'd heartless been, 


But the outcast she had disappeared P 


nowhere could she be seen. 

She’d fled towards the river to end he 
grief and pain, 

When, turning to the youths the womarg, 
said to them again— 


One of them filled with deep remors} 
towards the river ran, 

And, jumping in, towards the outcash 
bravely swam, 

Andi soon was standing on the bang: 
with the poor girl in his arms 

The girl, who just before he had <f 
cruelly scoffed in scorn. 

He brought her to his mother’s hom§, 
who welcomed her with joy, 

Her loves bosom filled with pride at thi. 
bravery of her boy. 

And in time the little outcast to the 

: man who saved her was wed, 

But, she'll ne’er forget that awful night 
and the words the woman said¢_ 


Written by H. Poulson, Newcastle-ofys 
Tyne. i 
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‘The best friend of 


all is your mother. 


Ae 


When youngsters at home their thoughts 


never roam 
From their mother so tender and true 
They know they’re her pride, and what- 
e’er may betide, ~ 
She anything for them would do. 
But when they grow up, does the same 
feeling cling, 
Will they think of the days gone by? 
Will their love have grown cold for 
their mother when old? 
If not, they will make this reply. 


Chorus. 


You may have a sweetheart, who is 
loving and true, 
A kind-hearted sister or brocher, 
And other good friends, but you'll find 
in the end 
The best friend of all is your mother 


Will the lass or the lad e’er forget the 
old dad, 
Who when his day’s to1l it was o’er, 
They'd run down the street to joyously 
meet, 
And welcome him home once more, 
Then came the sad day when helpless he 
lay, 
And soou of his aid they’re bereft, 
But though he had gone, you were not 
left alone, 
Your motner to guard you was left. 


But as you grow stronger, your mother 
crows weak, 
Yet still for your welfare she'll pray. 
Then is the time to be gentle and kind, 
When she is old and gray. 
For you'll only be paying a debt that 
you owe, 
For the kindness she showed to you, 
And wken she’s no more and you miss 
her so sore, 
You'll find that the words wlll come 
true. 
H. Poulson, Newcastle. 


‘SAILOR CUT DOW 


yy. 


@ IN HIS PRIME. , 





One day I strolled down by the Royal 
Albion, 

Dark was the morning, cold was the day 

When, who should I spy but one of my 
shipmates, 

Draped in a blanket far older than clay, 

He elit for a candle te light him te 

ea, 


_ likewise a flannel to wrap round his 


head, 

His poor head was aching, his poor heart 
was breaking, » 

For he was a sailor cut down in his prime 


Chorus :— 


We'll beat the drums o'er him and play 
the pipes merrily, 

We'll play the dead march as we carry 
him along, 

Take him to a churchyard and fire three 
volleys o’er him, 

For he was a sailor out down in his 
prime. 


His poor aged father, his good old mother 

Oftimes had told him about his past life, 

Along with those flash girls his money 
he squandered, 

Along with those flash girlshe took his 
delight, 

But now he is dead and laid in his coffin 

Six jolly sailor boys walked by his side, 

And each of them carried a bunch of 
white roses, - 

That no one might smell him as we pass: 
ed them by. : 


At the corner of: the street, you'll see 
two girls standing, 

One to the other does whisper and say— 

Here comes the young man whose money 
we squandered, 

Here comes the sailor cat down in his 
prime, 

On top of the tombstone, you'll see these 
words written-— 


-* All you young fellows take a warning 


® by me, @ 
And never go courting those girls of the 
city, [me. 


For the girls of the city were the ruin of 





